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tqerhaps the favourite article of faith, in all the world, is
i belief in the Golden Age, when our totally forgotten ances-
tors sat beneath their vines, and lived without care. The anthro-
pologist and the historian may deny it a place in time, as the
geographer would refuse a meridian for the Fortunate Isles, but
the ordinary man, with his feeling that something has gone
wrong with the world, has a corresponding feeling that once
upon a time everything was right with the world. And now and
then the ordinary man discovers some little piece of evidence
with which to buttress his faith. In some ancient volume he
may read of noble savages, and the strange serenity of their
lives; or a contemporary explorer, searching closely in our
narrowed earth, may somewhere find a small community, un-
touched by history, and bring home a troubling tale of their
felicity. To the ordinary man such people will seem to be
remnants of his Golden Age, and, in a very ordinary phrase, he
will describe them as being unspoiled by civilization; so reveal-
ing, in his deeper mind, the uneasy thought that civilization,
which has built our world, has also ruined its inhabitants. It
was civilization, he fears, that took the gilt off the Golden Age.
A few years ago a Frenchman, the Vicomte de Poncins, felt
so deeply this prevailing current of distrust that he set off on a
strenuous quest for the meaning of life —or some part of it—
and apparently believing that the farther he went from civiliza-
tion, the nearer he would come to reality, he crossed the Arctic
Circle and made his temporary home on a singularly desolate
island in the Glacial Ocean. He lived for a year in a trading-

